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The story is dedicated to my mother and to my father, to my step-father, to my sister and to my wife Frances, to our Cloey and to Tess and to Heidi and Zak and to all our friends.





A limerick that has been written for me on the day of my birthday by my driving friend who is also my colleague – here it is.





On the 23rd February it was great,


Here as Kevin waited very patiently at the Gate.


He said, “It was my birthday today.”


Security said, “Hip, hip, hooray,


Now get the hell out of here or mate, ye will be late!”





Terry.




Conclusion


Put your trust in truth and love with compassion, strength, integrity and good humour – Kevin.
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CHAPTER I


The Return
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Bleu Chanomulus felt happy and quietly went about his kitchen chores, washing up the dishes, and whistling a little ditty. He suddenly looked down to see both Decora and Hurus growling. Their mouths were both drawn back and almost looking as if they were smiling and they were looking out towards the dark forests.


He cocked his head and listened. He sensed danger. The birds and the creatures of the woods that had been singing at the approaching new morn had also gone very quiet. His senses told him an enemy was fast approaching and the target was his newly wedded wife, his family and himself. Not hesitating, he walked briskly into the bedroom.


He grabbed Athenian urgently by her shoulders and said, “We must go now with Decora and Hurus, everything is too quiet. The birds and the animals are keeping still, something is up, and we must go now. We are in danger; trust me Athenian. Quickly, get dressed now! Grab your weapons. We will leave the Lodge by the back door and we will become a part of the forests. Something, somebody is coming and I do not believe for a moment that they mean us well. They mean to have some sport with us. Fun with you Athenian, and then kill us. Come, darling, we must move quickly and get out of here.”


Athenian swiftly moved into action slipping on her elf warrior garb, pulling on her brown soft calfskin boots. She then picked up her weapons and went quickly into the kitchen and whistled for her two good true friends to follow. She turned to Chanomulus and smiled at her husband and said, “Come, let us go into the woods oh little master and we will wait for whatever it is or for whoever it is that wishes to come here. Who dares disturb our peace? If needs be, we will kill or be killed by the enemy, we have no other choice, my husband.”


The gentle folk walked out into the open glade. They paused for a moment and then slipped quietly into the light shades of green; the forests of Nixador. They too then became a part of the trees. Now both were very still. They waited.


As they waited, both started to wonder if there had been anything to get at all worked up about. A bird flew up and screeched in fear. Bleu jumped, Athenian put out a restraining hand on Hurus the wolf and on Decora. She cautioned the two animals to stay quiet and still. The gentle folk watched as into their view came creatures that were armed to the teeth, on horseback too. They looked thoroughly loathsome. They were evil.


As the small beloved family watched the creatures dismount, they saw them enter the Royal Hunting Lodge and their weapons were drawn. Their intent was to kill their intended unsuspecting prey. There was a deathly silence and then out ran the leader, a gigantic thing. It was a hideous troll who was closely followed by its companions. The troll looked into the woods and searched for its prey. Its gaze looked straight at Chanomulus.


Bleu kept very still knowing that the troll could not see him but he knew that any movement of his would give away his presence and it would put him and his family in imminent danger. He kept very still. They should never have been allowed to materialise but the damage had now been done. This was another thing that the Sorcerer had to answer for.


At that moment, he heard approaching riders and he knew somehow or other that these were friends. The creatures too had heard them and the riders were not yet aware of the creatures. Bleu saw that the creatures were about to catch the approaching people off their guard.


Bleu stood up and raised his horn to his lips and sounded the alarm. The horn pierced the silence. The troll looked at Bleu and snarled a look of pure malice, and issued a command to the evil creatures of war. Into full view came the King’s Lieutenant, close behind were Shavius the Second Lieutenant of the Western Elf Corps.


Then in came Jovius who was the very young and distinguished elf soldier. Then in behind them was Nirvina the female warrior. Then Aswad Aswude, Annabeus, Dickensian, Tiger, Morrisum, Patum and more of the combatant elite who were called the Special Companions.


They came out from all the parts of the forests. They all were on horseback and Athenian and Chanomulus’ unit alerted by the sound of the alarm from Bleu’s horn had come in fast, which had changed the evil creature warriors’ advantage to their own. With swords drawn they charged the enemy. The troll had though; in the meantime, noted Chanomulus’ position and drawing his bow sent an arrow intended to kill Bleu. Bleu was lucky or so at the time it seemed. The barbed arrow caught Bleu on his left Achilles tendon. Bleu involuntarily shouted out in pain and pulled the barbed arrowhead out. His left heel now bled profusely.


Chanomulus knelt from his position in the woods. He took up the stance of the archer and notched an arrow to the string of his bow. He arched his good longbow, aimed and let fly an arrow. The arrow hummed and sped through the air – it was straight on target and hit the malevolent giant troll dead centre.


The arrow opened up the troll’s skull, which erupted into thousands of pieces. It was like a pumpkin being split open, blood went everywhere. Chanomulus turned and sensed that Mister Savius was in mortal danger and sent a second arrow just as deadly. It went right through one of the creature’s hands. It nailed it to the doors of the Hunting Lodge and thus saved Savius’s very life.


The officer looked elated – he grinned wolfishly, acknowledging Bleu’s intervention and shouting out to his elf soldiers, said, “I want at least one of these creatures taken alive. Is that understood, me merry brave lads?” The creature nailed to the door by Chanomulus’ arrow, was screaming in a truly sickening fashion. His colleagues fighting their opponents carried on not at present being able to help him.


Athenian looked on, as she saw Aswad Aswude engaged in hand-to-hand deadly combat with one of the enemy. The elf warrior parried. He thrust and sensing victory went on the attack. He feinted. The creature fell for the ruse and the elf warrior turned his sword downwards, thrusting the sword deep into the very heart of his mortal enemy. Blood gushed out, covering the elf soldier from head to toe. Soon the enemy had all been killed except for the creature still nailed to the oaken doors of the Hunting Lodge, an arrow still through his hand. He was still shrieking out with the pain.


Shavius leaned on his sword, his eyes glazed and red, taking in deep breaths of the now pure air and as his eyes again focused and he became normal he saw Bleu and went over quickly to him. He was bleeding profusely from his left Achilles heel and he could not understand why he was feeling dizzy, faint and decidedly nauseous. It felt as if he was in the grip of something terrible. As if something had set him on fire internally. Shavius read all this in Bleu’s agonised look.


Bleu’s actions, the wound on his left Achilles heel that was racking his body to the very core of his soul, showed Shavius that Bleu was half delirious with an unrecognisable fever. Shavius searched the ground by Bleu. He found the barbed arrowhead sent by the troll to kill Bleu. Looking at the barbed head of the arrow Shavius said, “My friend Bleu, I hope you can still hear me. You have been poisoned. The head of this barbed arrow has been coated with a deadly poison. We need to get you back to your wife’s home. Where our King and his army divisions are and his physician Doctor Emancipal, one of the fraternities of the Medical Gnomes, and his medical staff will be there.


“He is an excellent Medicinal Healer, the very best; as you Earthlings say, a damned fine Doctor and one that we all will always need. They will be able to treat you, Bleu. You need medical help. This needs attention at once if you are to live. I will make a tourniquet just above the infected wound. For the time being it will help to stop the poison from spreading to the rest of your body. If it’s not too late that is? Have a little faith, Bleu.” Shavius squeezed his friend’s shoulder in true brotherly friendship.


Shavius tore off some of his own clothes into strips. He made a tourniquet just above and below the infected wound for his friend; he then went to his elf mountain horse whistling on the wind for the elf horse to come and once he was there, drank deeply from his water flask. He then informed his head Savius about the situation.


Mister Savius said, “Get the prisoner ready we are leaving now, at once, we must ride now for the Everglades, but first pour fuel over our enemies. We do not wish ill of or leave the dead exposed for ulterior motives, or to be fed on by dark creatures. Although that is what they truly deserve against, as an example!


“We will set light to them, give them a warrior’s funeral. It will mean that there will also be no trace or evidence of what has just occurred. Do you agree, Mister Savius?”


Mister Savius grimly nodded and said, “You had better get on with it, Shavius.” Mister Shavius again looked very grim.


He turned to one of his female elf warriors and said, “Nirvina, do the necessaries.”


Nirvina doused the enemy warriors in combustible fuel, which she had found in the Hunting Lodge. Aswude Aswad bent down and set light to the enemy. The Special Unit knelt down momentarily in silent meditation. They wished their adversaries now dead a safe journey to a better life.


Then the Special Unit got up and picked up Bleu Chanomulus half delirious and they put him on his horse Thudrus, attended by Patum and Aswad Aswude riding on either side to steady him if needs be. Savius the First Lieutenant was in front leading the way, Dudenemus the Fair One on mount Jet just behind him. Then behind them were Aswad and Patum with Bleu in the middle and then behind came Nirvina with Lady Athenian astride her horse Admanian and Rusty on a huge horse too, who was now beating out a message urgently in elf code on the Elf Talking Drums.


This would be relayed to their waiting colleagues and friends ahead of the contingent. This would be quickly passed onto the Elf King, his divisions, staff and medical team. They who were waiting, stressed and anxious at Lady Athenian’s home the Everglades. This was the home of Athenian, her husband, mother, and the Elf King and her two trusted friends Decora and Hurus.


Once more, surveying the woods ahead, Mister Savius said, “Let us make haste but we proceed with caution.”


Turning to Lady Athenian, Savius said, “Call up the wind, Lady Athenian and let us ride on the wind of providence and please may the Gods and their wives also, look down favourably on us? At present we are mere mortal elves; we need a little help, Athenian.” He laughed. Athenian nodded and calling up a great provident wind and praying with head bowed to the Gods and to their wives. She prayed for help and the horsemen patiently waited.


Soon a roaring could be heard approaching and Mister Shavius, as the wind came nearer said, “Now let us ride on the wind. Grant us a safe passage to the bosom of our waiting King and those who are our friends, colleagues, neighbours and family, oh Most Holy, Omnipotent.” Turning to the contingent he said, “I have made a little piece of prose up it is called Pain. This is how it goes:





“There was a man and woman who always moaned and groaned.


But if you do smoke and do not then have a toke.


When you sit down and you have drunk some ale.


But you do not end up an old soak.


You might, maybe then be called a good bloke! – Clever, is it not?”





The contingent laughed roughly and they were borne forward on a mighty, fierce wind sent by the Gods and also by the wives of the Holy Most Omnipotent. On a journey back to their Royal King and family, friends and colleagues who were waiting anxiously to speak with them and to be re-united with the Special Companions. The Elf King of Nixador too, waited at the Royal Homestead in silence all alone.




CHAPTER II


The Companions Meet


A flash of lightning lit up the courtyard of the Everglades as in came the Special Companions escorted closely by Special Security. Their horses neighed and jostled and loud voices exchanged rough commands and bantered. Shavius shouted out, “Patum, Aswad, get Chanomulus off his horse Thudrus and inside now as quickly as possible. Get him to the Sanatorium Wing as soon as possible and get Doctor Emmancipal out of bed, move it.


“Tell the good Doctor please, what exactly happened and I am sure the little good gnome will do all in his power to save Bleu. This is our man-friend’s life we are talking about,” he smiled sweetly.


The two elves were soaked to the bone and saluted Mister Shavius and gently they lifted Bleu off his mount and helped him to the porch of the Everglades. All three of them were struggling awkwardly in the torrential rain to reach the shelter of the Royal Homestead.


Bleu, decidedly pale, turned to his two friends and said, “Help Athenian my wife, and get my two animals out of this wet. Dry them off please and see to the three of them, Aswude, Patum. I can manage from here, please fellow friends,” he implored.


His two good friends left him to enter through the great oak doors of the Everglades their Homestead. They then went to go and help Decora, Hurus and Lady Athenian who were still out in the courtyard in the pouring rain. Bleu turned to see if the two elves had carried out his command.


His body felt cold, shivery and he felt on ice as if something, someone was trying to pierce his very heart and kill him. Half delirious with the poison working ever deeper into him, Bleu then turned to push open the oaken doors of his home shivering.


Lightning suddenly lit up the dark oak door; again it came crashing down from the heavens above, lighting up Bleu, his face looked like death warmed up. A sickly pallor surrounded him, as the forked lightning passed him, narrowly missing, and plunged deep into the hall entrance of the Everglades. He steadied himself and took in the Elf King of Nixador.


He saw Sebastian and Philisius and Bleu said, “Your Majesty, Sire,” and he collapsed on the floor and the huge home hearth fire began to spit out nasty blue cinders all around him. A Knight of the Realm here now as mortal as any other ordinary person in the huge hall or anywhere lay stricken on the floor. It seemed to all present as if very time now stood still.


The King was the first to react and he jumped from his throne, running down to Bleu and shouting out, “Guards, attend to this Knight, take him to the Sanatorium and call for my physician at once.”


There was a stunned silence and he repeated, “Attend to Bleu Chanomulus at once. Find out what is wrong with this man! Let the Physician know all the symptoms and the cause of his illness, at once,” and the Elf Assembly swung hurriedly into immediate, deliberate action.


The King turned to Sebastian Meridian his Chief Advisor and said, “Bring Mister Savius and his second lieutenant to my office quickly, as soon as is feasibly possible.” The Elf King hurriedly left in the direction of his vast office that was set in the quieter parts of the building called the Everglades. This was the private home of the royal elf family of the Realm and Kingdom of the Elfs, the people of Nixador.


There were shouts of, “Make way for Mister Bleu Chanomulus,” as Bleu was lifted bodily into the air and carted off to the Sanatorium Wing.


The physician gently said, “Put the man onto the operating table and please now leave us. The elf staff nurses and I will handle this emergency from here. Thank you, you have all done well.” He smiled and curtly dismissed the entourage. The elf country folk smiled and left knowing that this man was in the best hands of the medical world of Nixador. If anyone could save Bleu’s life it was Doctor Emancipal.


The staff nurses cut away the clothing from around Chanomulus’ infected left heel and then the little gnome did a sharp incision into the centre of the back of the heel. Pus poured out and the physician gagged. The smell of yellow putrid pus filled the ward. He continued to squeeze out the poison. Bleu moaned still very much delirious with fever, his speech rambling.


The little gnome then bent down and examined the wound and cleaned out any pus that was still left in the wound. He checked the wound for any foreign bodies that might still be there and he then swabbed the infected wound with a strong steriliser. Chanomulus was moaning with the sheer pain of being so manhandled.


The Doctor said, “We had better put some stitches in but first give the patient a strong medicinal sedative, so that he does not feel the needle as I stitch him up. Give him a strong antibiotic also. I hope that will help. He may live? I do hope so!” One of the elf staff nurses called Sally administered the potion and Chanomulus slipped again off into oblivion for the time being – he was out for the count.


Once Bleu’s left heel had been sewn up and bandaged, Doctor Emancipal said, “Take all his clothes off and wash him thoroughly. Then put him into one of our sanatorium beds and bathe him continuously. His forehead and all of his anatomy if he is to be saved this must be done. Night and day till the fever breaks. Is this all agreed?”


The staff nurses meekly said, “Yes, Doctor Emancipal,” and they moved swiftly into lifesaving action.


The Gnome paused, thinking and lastly said, “Give him the antibiotic serum for a venomous snake bite and administer the serum every four hours till I say otherwise. Is this all understood?”


The nurses devotedly smiled at him and demurely their leader said, “We understand, oh Magical One. We will do what you have asked of us, Sir. We will do our best to save Mister Bleu’s life, after all he is rather handsome and he has quite a nice athletic body too.”


The physician laughed, highly delighted at the chit-chat from his pretty elf nurses and said, “I will go and get cleaned up and then go and inform His Majesty. Let me know if there is any change in Bleus’ health at once.” The gnome winked at his colleagues and whistling a little Nixadonian ditty darted up the corridor for an audience with the King of Nixador; whom he knew was in secret talk with Savius and Shavius regarding the captured prisoner’s revelations, concerning the Sorcerer’s Plot,– that is to conquer the world of Panima.


The Physician hurried gravely down the maze of corridors to his King deep in thought. Doctor Emmancipal knocked on the King’s office and heard his Sire’s voice say, “enter,” and the physician duly did. The Doctor opened the inner door and saw that the prisoner was being administered a Truth Drug by the King’s Truth Revealer. The doctor knew that no one could withstand the potion and he watched as the spell began to work. The Truth Revealer was dressed in a strange garb of animal skins and a hat made up of fur. He looked very eerie, decided the doctor.


The Doctor felt an icy shiver pass through him; he thought to himself he would be pleased when he could get away from the strange, magical Ancient One. It is said he knew all about you and your intimate secrets, your future and your final destiny. An elf well worth keeping away from, anyway he dealt with the more scientific aspects of the elf anatomy from physical to pure soul.


The Truth Revealer dealt with the invisible through the divisible which he made visible through the indivisible. Thus making the imperfection of the world perfect through the imperfection that is made perfect through the grace of Him called the Omnipotent, reflected the Doctor. Or something of that nature, he thought on.


The Doctor listened to the captive with mixed feelings and the physician realised that the captive was talking in the ancient fairy tongue of thousands of millions of years ago. Yes, he was talking in the ancient language and he realized that this was to get out of giving any of the Arch-fiend’s Plot of High treason away. He was actually speaking the language back to front too, incredible, he thought.


Emmancipal said, “Excuse me your Highness but I understand what the prisoner is saying. That is if I may be of help, Sire?” The vile creature lunged for the Doctor; his long filthy claws caught the side of the physicians face, opening it up just like a tin of sardines. Blood spurting out, the gnome swore but he managed to keep his cool.


The King said, “Will you be able to stay awhile to help us extract this information or will you have to leave us, Sir Emmancipal?”


The physician said, “I will have to have the claw gash treated eventually and take some sterilisers. Judging from the state of the creature’s claws but I should be up to helping you extract some information from the vile creature.” He glared at the captive.


The Doctor continued. “I will be free for awhile at least, Sire.” The Doctor said almost snarling, the thing had hurt him.


“What is the vile loathsome thing saying then, Sir Emmancipal?” said the King, listening to the strange language and sensing the evil magic uttered by the creature.


Sir Emmancipal said, “The Arch-fiend is going to take the Holy Covenant from Alilea. He is going to initiate a coup in Alilea and with the help of some of the Alilean Elf Army Officers who are now already preparing the plans of attack. The coup will occur in about six months time from now, that is around Februierius, Your Majesty and with the magic the Holy Covenant gives out.” Emmancipal paused.


“The plan of the Sorcerer, as it looks if it comes about will bring all us elves on Panima into slavery and abomination. We will be treated as serfs that will mean we will become slaves and have no minds of our own.”


The King said, “Not if we move fast and remove the Holy Covenant from the evil clutches of the Sorcerer. Kill or catch the Sorcerer and stop this very dangerous uprising that is being backed up by officer elves who have been bought and they too have also succumbed to the temptations of power.


“Power being defined in one concept I quote, as the capacity to exact obedience out of others, through charisma, love, personality and so on but in this case through fear. I command we must stop this evil plan and with the help of the Special Unit and the man, our friend Bleu Chanomulus who is now a Knight of the Realm. By the way how is Mister Bleu Chanomulus, Sir Emancipal?” he said.


The gnome smiled sincerely and said, “We think we have taken all the poison out and we have also stitched his wound up. He should be fine for Active Duty mentally and physically in about ten days from now. In the meantime, he is under the elf maiden nurses loveing and tender care and mine, Your Majesty, and may the Holy One smile favourably on Bleu Chanomulus, Sire. Permission to be dismissed from your presence, Your Majesty?” he blared out his face still smarting from the clawing he had received.


The King said, “Permission is granted, Doctor Emmancipal and well done, my friend. We certainly will have need of you tonight in more ways than one is that not so? It is good to have a Gnome who understands the power of darkness but is strong enough to repel it and has almighty good power in him and all around him. Rusty, Philiesius, Sebastian Meridian?” The King looked in hope at his Chiefs of Command.


Smiling gravely the three elves said, “Yes, You’re Majesty.”


The King turned to the small gnome and said, “You may go, Emmancipal and thank you again as always.”


The small, good looking intellectual, medicinal gnome said with respect, “Thank you, Sire.” He departed very relieved to get back to his man patient and to an environment where sanity prevailed for him maybe at least.


Turning to the creature the King said, “We need to keep him detained but give him food, housing and shelter and hopefully get the thing out of him. So that whatever has taken possession of him leaves his body, and the vile creature can return to a more pleasant way of life. But the Detention Centre for him for now and for a good few years to come, judging by his grinning loathsome attitude. Guards, take the captive away and hold him prisoner, till he is tried and a custodial sentence is pronounced on the prisoner.”


The King turned to the three elves and said, “We need to devise a plan for the return of the Holy Sacred Covenant and a safe escape route back from Alilea for the Special Companions. Where do we put the Sacred Covenant once out of the clutches of the Sorcerer?” The three Wise Ancients began to talk quietly and late into the early hours of the next day.


The little gnome returned to his ward and was pleased to see at least for now that Bleu was at last sleeping. Although what strange language he was muttering only the Holy Omnipotent One knew and understood. Probably a tongue from the other world he came from. The Doctor went into the ward kitchen and proceeded to make a cup of hot brew for him and for the now exhausted staff nurses. They were tirelessly looking after the young man.


The physician hoped and prayed that the Knight would fully recover. The Doctor patiently waited for the water to boil. Soon the water started to bubble in the metal cauldron and the doctor poured the boiling water on to some elf spices. He waited for the hot water to take effect. Soon the liquid turned a strong yellow and he added some sweetener for his own preference, that being the way he liked his hot brew. He carefully without spilling a drop took the steaming mugs into the Elf Staff Nurses Rest Room.


He said, “Your hot brew is ready and waiting to be sipped.”


Smiling the elf nurses leader turned to him and said, “Thank you, Doctor Emmancipal just what the Doctor ordered. It ends a very gruelling three hours of nursing Bleu. It was that,” she tittered.


Sir Emmancipal paused and he took this in and said, “How is he?”


The elf matron said, “Considering what the young man has been through in the last forty-eight hours, he is doing nicely. I would say not tempting providence that the worst is now over. His fever has dissipated and now he needs the healing potion to get the rest of the poison from out of his body. This though I will say, it will take about ten days but Bleu is still very ill; touch and go at present.


“His body is very weak from having to fight against the poison but he has a very tough, resilient spirit and with tender love and care, he should make a full recovery and be able to join the Special Unit for their mission abroad. Not that I know anything about the task.


“It is only what I have heard from some of the Governing State Councillors. I heard some of the Order talking out so loudly, in the Sanatorium corridors that I could not but help overhear their conversation.”


Doctor Emancipal took her hand and said smiling gently, “There is nothing to be worried about Matron, just one of the conversations that we all sometimes overhear. I am sure if anyone is to be trusted it is you, Senior Elf Matron.” Doctor Emancipal squeezed her hand. Matron smiled in relief at his words a sudden heavy weight removed.


Putting down her brew she said, “Thank you for the hot brew Doctor. It was very soothing I will go and look in on our patient and the other sick ones. Nurses, you may have a further fifteen minutes rest and then you must attend to your patients.”


The staff nurses smiled innocently at their leader, “Yes, Matron and thank you.” Matron departed to attend to her patients, her number one seriously ill patient first, that being Bleu, she thought.


Matron quietly entered the ward adopting a professional manner and she found that although Bleu was still sweating profusely, his breathing had become much gentler. With care she bathed his hot body and then carefully dried him down all over with a big white bath towel.


Bleu was now awake but bemused. Matron took up his head in her ample bosom and tilted his head back and made him swallow some more of the cleansing potion. Bleu gagged but a lot of the potion he swallowed. Then once again he slipped back into a world of phantoms, ghouls and strange spirits.


He was still very ill, thought Matron. She sighed and said out loud. “We will get him well or there will be hell to pay!”


Matron quietly went about attending to her other patients in her ward and every so often glanced lovingly at Bleu. Ensuring that all her patients were as good as could be expected in these early days of all their care. Matron quietly but with assurance went about her nightly duties. She thought Bleu showed true promise; she sighed and continued with her nightly inspections of the other patients. I hope he is going to be alright, she thought.




CHAPTER III


The Elf Medical Board


At that moment, he heard a commotion and quickly rising, the knight hid the sword under his hospital bed. Carefully, he clambered back in between the bed sheets as quickly as he could and waited. He knew something was up and it probably concerned himself. His sixth sense alerted Bleu to this probable fact and in they walked, the Senior Medical Physicians, the King, the First Lieutenant Savius, the King’s Advisors and his friend, the physician Sir Doctor Emmancipal, who all looked highly delighted that the patient was awake and seemed now so well.


Bleu patiently smiled and he waited to see who would speak first to him. It was his elf leader Mister Savius who spoke first.


The elf royal first forester said, “Bleu Chanomulus, I am pleased you are back with us in the land of the living. It is good to see you and you are well.” Savius reached out his hand, which Bleu clasped.


Savius stepped back and said, “These Chief Medical Elf Officers will ask you some very serious questions regarding your mental and physical health, your wellbeing. I warn you to be careful how you answer, sir; as it will affect the rest of your life in our elf world of Nixador and your occupation.”


Bleu Chanomulus drew himself up in the bed and he gravely said, “Thank you for the warning Mister Savius, I will answer hopefully with care and with strength and conviction. If there is any prejudice said or decided against me or any one of us, or our Sire’s servants, we will teach them a lesson that they will never forget however long it takes us, sir. I will also have the Elf Houses of Law brought in to resolve the decision for us to do this. That is if anyone finds the decision taken in the next few moments concerning my fitness, physical and my wellbeing not to their pleasing. If this matter cannot be cleared up and is not held to be acceptable by myself or others in this room! But I am sure they are here only with good intentions deserving of their renowned and experienced backgrounds. This warning is not directed at you Sire, I am your servant.”


Chanomulus looked around carefully at the Medical Senior Elves in the room and said, “Is this not correct, good elf folk? I only want what is right for us all, I am happy if everyone else is.” He smiled warmly.


The Medical Elf Officer’s Leader said astutely, “Yes we perfectly understand what you are saying and are implying to us. We will make a decision regarding what is best for you Mister Bleu Chanomulus and for our elf society.”


The Elf King said, “Medical Heads of Nixador please get on with the medical assessment and decide whether Bleu is ready to leave these walls and to return to his active profession?”


“I, Philisius and Sebastian Meridian are witness and privy to all that is held accountable and said here with Rusty and our Sanatorium Matron Vernadetia, here also and Doctor Emmancipal. We are all here to bear witness to a proper honest Medical Assessment without prejudice regarding Bleu being now of sound body and mind. Please make sure you come to a rightful decision or you will all be held accountable and myself too, in the eyes of the Holy Omnipotent and the Protectors. Please precede oh Most Holy Ancient Ones.” The Elf King walked over and sat down next to Bleu Chanomulus. He squeezed Bleu’s hand and they all briefly waited for the Medical Interview to begin.


The Senior Elf Medical Staff came forward and looking kindly at Bleu said, “Please will you stand up and remove your garments,” Chanomulus did as asked.


The Senior Physician said to Chanomulus, “Cross your legs please.” Bleu did and the elf tapped his knee and Chanomulus’ leg shot up. The elf then asked Bleu to do the same with the other leg.”


“His reflexes are fine,” he said,


The Elf scraped parts of Chanomulus’ body and said, “Do you feel me touching you?”


Chanomulus grinned and said chuckling. “You are tickling me, sir.” There was a highly pleased audible laughter emitted from around the room, faces mixed with relief for Bleu.


Then the Medical Officer said, “Get down and do fifty press ups,” again Bleu obeyed with alacrity.


The officer did the last part of the Physical Examination and said, “Bleu please turn round and touch your toes and now your eyes.”


The Doctor then inspected Bleu’s rectum and smiling said, “You are all clear. You have passed your Physical and now we must just test that you are still mentally fit for Active Duty. Your infected wound has healed up well. I am surprised you are still so physically fit after what you have been through. However the outcome is a good one so far Chanomulus. Now I am going to ask you some questions. Please answer to the best of your ability and honestly and carefully. My prime concern is your health is good to serve in employment, Bleu.


“Then if all is satisfactory we will be able to let you go from this Medical Sanatorium Examination Room and for you then to return to your rightful occupation. I have to be completely sure and my medical colleagues too that you are one hundred per cent fit in every conceivable way. Have I made myself clear, Mister Chanomulus?”


Chanomulus looked at all the Medical Team and said, “I understand and I am fully aware at what you are stating here, in regard to myself and my place in society.”


Gently smiling Bleu added, “Please proceed with the questions sir, I am as ready as I ever will be,” and the Senior Medical Officer began the second part of Mister Bleu Chanomulus’ Medical Examination; whether he is to be pronounced fit for Active Duty or what then, thought Bleu?


The Senior Elf Medical Officer said, “Mister Chanomulus in the last few weeks or ever, have you felt delusions of any nature or felt that your personality had or has become disordered? Or felt any feelings of acute fear that was not called for? Have you felt acute sadness, anxiety or have heard voices in your head? Have you ever had any communications with whom we call the Omnipotent and that you on Earth call God, the Father, the Almighty? Please take your time to answer each question frankly and to the best of your ability. Bleu, there is no hurry.” The elf doctor sat down and Bleu stood up. He looked at the Board who were here he knew to help him.


He knew that he had to get his answers over clearly and concisely and Bleu smiled and walked over to stand in front of the Medical Board and said, “Sirs, first let me thank you for being here and for also saving my life. Without your magical help I would not be here this very day, thank you. I am grateful and a debt hard to pay back if ever.


“Let me first state for the record that I do not suffer from any delusional fear or feel any acute sadness as I stand here before you this day. I have felt fear and anxiety and sadness but these have passed and I feel these emotions in a natural sense now, just like any other man, female or elf but I am, as far as I am aware normal as far as you can be these days. A split personality, a personality disorder I have not had or ever have had a problem, and also have not had since I recovered from the infected wound on my left Achilles heel. At present I consider myself to be a normal rational knight of the elf realm of Nixador – may God grant this continues. I trust that this will be accepted by all here and elsewhere once this Medical Examination has concluded.


“I did feel whilst suffering from the poison delirious and ill and tired. Fatigued from what did occur to me from having given so much of myself. In the service of the King I had been wounded and infected with poison but have now regained my life balance thanks to you here present. Now again as you can see my mentality, personality and my athletic ability has not been affected by this mortal illness, which I had to undergo recently. I have recovered thanks to the eminent, wondrous help of the physician Emancipal, thank you.” He looked over at Doctor Emancipal and another who had visited and advised.


Bleu said, “Regarding extraordinary events, I have had these it is true to say, had a conversation with God, the Father, the Almighty but we communicated only in silence. I heard no voices in my head or felt any fear, anxiety or delusion and in silence only the Lord, Oh God, the Father, the Almighty I heard through faith.”


He said, “You have your quiver, bugle and your lyre, would you like to lead a normal life of a man of your disposition?”


“I accepted this whilst recovering from my infected wound and consider myself to be now as normal as any other individual standing here or elsewhere and if any Elf was interrogated long enough! And frankly admitted to what he or she sometimes sees and goes through, they would accept this as fact and know that my reality is no different from another or from any male standing here or female. I have my faith, my family, my interests and my work and my friends and colleagues. I serve the King and I will humbly step down if what I have said is not considered acceptable.


“There is one thing still that concerns me. I am working on this problem of my faculties of consciousness but I still have need of some help as we all from time to time do. In order to relieve this problem without my judgement or sense of normality being taken away, I understand you put me under some tests? Shall I dare say it?”


Bleu smiled and continued, “I was in the realms of darkness or that what is called the unconscious state as I struggled back to conscious life.”


Bleu shrugged his shoulders and said, “Is there a Magical Potion that I can take and can be prescribed for me for these symptoms? Something until I can again cope without any Potion of Magic sometime I hope in the future? This has also been advised I can do. That is all, sirs,” Bleu brought himself respectfully to attention. He saluted the Medical Examination Board. He then marched back over to his Elf King and came to attention and saluted the King of Nixador.


The King rose and saluted his Son in-law and said, “Sit down Bleu and await the outcome.” Chanomulus did as instructed while the physicians conferred.


Then there was a pregnant pause and up stood Sir Emancipal the gnome of high standing. He smiled at Bleu and said, “We find Bleu Chanomulus of a sound body and mind. He is now ready as any other to return to active duty. However, due to his employment activities he will be prescribed a potion of magic that is called Revelation. It is a new potion just out and has been tested, that will ensure he does not get related symptoms ongoing from what has just occurred to him.


“It will not affect his intelligence, athletic prowess or his personality but should only help to make him a better and more humorous, stronger, integral man of the King. We are completely satisfied that Bleu is now completely healthy as you can be in a world of magic and in these days of quite some uncertainty.”


The Medical Proceedor stood up and said, “All rise.” The sentry guard raised his bugle to his lips and blew out the elf call to retire from parade.


Everybody then left the Sanatorium Wing excepting Savius the King’s First Royal Elf Lieutenant Forester who said to Bleu, “Here are the sealed orders of the plan of attack. The details are in there and you are not to open this, till you all rendezvous in Alilia with Andreus and Cavros. Your contact point will be waiting there for you. Well done, you handled your examination well, now follow me. You have to go soon and you are to take the wooded road for training at the Elf Army Camp. There you will be trained in all aspects of warfare.


“Your wife Lady Athenian, Patum, Aswude Aswad, Mylus, Nirvina and Annabeus and all the rest of the Unit, they are waiting there for you at the Delmontian Academy. Hurus the wolf will accompany you but Decora your little elf dog will stay here with your mother and with your sister and your second father, is this all understood Bleu? I will pray for you, Bleu.”


Bleu saluted his team leader and grinned and said, “Yes Savius!”


Savius said, “Then follow me, we have to go to the stores to get your provisions, a Navigational Instrument and a Map so that you can get to your destination. You do know how to read a map and to use a Navigational Instrument and a Survey Map?”


Bleu said, “I do hope so, sir.”


Savius said, “Good, follow me. We will get your provisions and then meet the Dark Riders who will accompany you to the borders of the Lady of the Wood’s Territory. The unseen enemy are here in our land of Nixador so be on your guard. You are now on your own sir.” Bleu nodded and followed his team leader to get his provisions.


Savius handed over to Bleu Chanomulus his medicine and said, “Revelation’s instructions – read carefully,” Bleu nodded.


The Store Quarters were situated in a large gloomy, dirty old building but Savius soon cleared Chanomulus through the Elf Security and got him his provisions and then he followed Savius into the waiting courtyard of the Homestead of the Everglades. Savius shook his mate’s hand and wished him a safe journey and hoped to see him again soon safe and well.


Bleu saw Hurus waiting and his heart gladdened. Thudrus was there too already saddled up and ready to ride. He was Bleu’s mountain elf horse. Thudrus whickered a friendly greeting at his master’s approach and Hurus the wolf let out a long howl of pleasure once again glad to be out on the road and together. That is the most important thing, they thought and they were happy.


The Dark Riders silently appeared out of the shadows and waited for Chanomulus to mount his horse. Then the riders moved out at a brisk trot with Bleu and his companions. As darkness descended all around the cavalcade there was only the ominous silence broken only by the sound of hooves hitting solid ground. The Dark Riders and Bleu were now out and alone in the dark. It was very oppressive out here, thought Bleu. He whistled quietly to Hurus and gently whispered greetings to Thudrus seeking his friends’ companionship, that he loved and they without a second thought recopricated this love.




CHAPTER IV


A Special Journey


Dawn broke as the five riders burst out of the Everglade Forests, the territory of the gorgeous royal maiden Lady Athenian who was now the friend, soul mate and wife of Bleu Chanomulus; an immortal having been brought from earth to the country of Nixador. Here in the world of Panima to help all Paniman Elves in their fight to bring the Sorcerer to his knees. He was a fallen wizard who was trying to subject the elf world to torture, abomination and slavery and misery.


Chanomulus looked up at the gentle rays of the sun shining down, giving warmth and energy and allowing all life to live on.


He said, “Oh Apollo, hear me oh God give me the strength and the will and humour to do this task asked of me, allow us? The Royal Foresters of Nixador, the Companions of Our Lord the King and for us to work together without constant dispute; to face the trials and tribulations without blaming anyone or ourselves and not to turn on any individual on the team, to listen, understand and to accept each team member and leader’s point of view and to give guidance. For us to face the task ahead and set this out for us with optimism and humour and bring the Sorcerer to his knees and catch and to turn the Arch-Fiend over to the authorities. There for him to be judged and have pronounced on him the verdict decided on by the High Elf Court Judge and by the Jury of twelve good elves: peers of equal rank and of the same status as of Mister Brownston, oh Apollo, hear my prayer.”


Bleu Chanomulus looked up and saw that the sun was beginning to turn a gold intertwined with redish rays as the sun began its slow climb up and over the skies of Nixador. With arms outstretched towards the sun Chanomulus looked up seeking a good omen. His prayers were answered as from out of the horizon starting as a small speck; a white dove flew into view. It landed on a tree branch nearby to Bleu and the white dove symbolising purity and goodness cooed out a message to Bleu. He heard and understood and he was dumbfounded.


Smiling, and gratified with the good news, Bleu Chanomulus turned his face upwards and said, “Thank you, oh Apollo, may I be able to repay in full the boon that you have granted me in this our task, set and asked of us by Our King and country. Humbly and graciously I thank you, oh Apollo.” Bleu bowed his head in holy reverence to the majesty of the Sun God Apollo, the husband of the female goddess, torch and lantern bearer of the Gods, some say.


Turning as one the Four Dark Riders pointed the way out to Hurus the wolf and Bleu Chanomulus the immortal; the way that they were to take to reach the Elf Training School of Logistics, Warfare and Academic Achievement. Chanomulus raised his hand to the four in thanks and the Four Dark Riders went once more into the dark woods of the Everglades and soon they vanished out of sight, until again they were called to do what no Angel or creature had power or the strength to do. Bleu secretly was pleased that the Riders had left some of their power because it was awesome. He dismounted from Thudrus now to have breakfast with Hurus the Elf wolf and his mountain horse Thudrus. He tethered Thudrus near to the brook running by and he walked slightly off, and took out some dried meat for himself and the Wolf to eat.


Chanomulus squatted down and he beckoned to Hurus to come and eat. Hurus took one more drink then turned and looked and cocked his head at his master. Then he padded silently over to Bleu, his man friend. The two friends began to eat when suddenly Bleu and Hurus realised that an unseen enemy was nearby playing cards. It sounded like there were three orcs and Chanomulus and Hurus melted into the trees searching out the threat.


They turned out to be two unkempt orcs who were busy gambling, oblivious to everything but money and they were being watched by their leader. He was a brute, cunning, a devious giant troll just as dishevelled and who was now urinating on a sorrowful bush about twenty yards away from the two orcs. Every so often the giant troll shook his head, staring bemused at the antics of his two soldiers. Hurus and Bleu Chanomulus watched for a while and deciding on action, stepped into full view of the two orcs and said, “Good morning, gentlemen,” as he drew out his sword Torkanebulous.


Chanomulus did not spare or give quarter here, knowing full well that if he or Hurus had been caught by these creatures, they would have been tortured with a sadistic pleasure and then n been left tied up, still alive to be pecked to a slow death by the birds of prey circling overhead and so Bleu drew his sword and neatly decapitated the head of the orc nearest to him. Hurus at the same time leapt into the air roaring out the call of the wild. He sank his fangs deep into the other orc’s jugular.


He too died as bright red blood gushed forth and splattered over the two companions neatly drowning them in a sea of frothy blood. The two companions together stepped forward to confront the last enemy. It for a moment looked fearfully at them.


The two Special Companions looked on as their enemy did up his britches grinning at the two friends, a cunning look in the brute’s bright eyes. The troll was confident that he would kill the two Special Companions. He began to swing his huge mace. He advanced on Hurus and Bleu now only about eight metres away. Hurus curled back his lips and growled and Chanomulus decided to end this game of mischief once and for all. He brought out his bow and drawing an arrow out from his quiver, he went down into the archer’s position. At the same time he pulled back the arrow now notched to his bow and he aimed. The Troll had changed his manner and turning in fear began to run. They would probably have been put on a spit, cooked alive and eaten if the tables had been reversed, thought Bleu. So resigned, Bleu sent an arrow at the giant troll, which entered through the nape of the thing’s neck and then came out and onwards tearing out the creature’s throat.


It staggered, turned and sprawled out now dead but a hideous reminder to those passing by of what can happen to innocent children and elf folk these days, whilst the Sorcerer and his unseen forces were allowed to be out and about. Bleu then dragged the three bodies to a shallow grave that he had dug still shaking with wrath at seeing the Things. He buried the three warriors praying silently that their souls and entities went out and into the deep abyss below and never to be allowed to return.


They were evil. The prayers included that the three dead entities live in a state of constant fire and damnation, until every bit of evil and filth was driven out of the two, now humbled, dead orcs, and that applied to the dead malevolent giant troll as well, he thought. Until they became at one again with the Holy Omnipotent One, if ever and saying, “Amen,” Bleu Chanomulus departed with Hurus the wolf into the dark night – no moon up there tonight, thought Bleu.


The two Special Companions headed down a deserted overgrown bridle pathway cautiously heading south-west for the Training School that was their immediate destination. Bleu took out the compass and the map that had been given to him. He checked in his inner pocket that the sealed envelope with the King’s signature was safe and still in one piece – it was.


The Special Unit had no idea of what they were to do once on the shores of the country of Alilia. Bleu knew that the envelope had been sealed and put into a waterproof container and was vital to the mission of the Unit, and without the dispatches no way could they succeed. It contained the orders of the plan, the escape route, times and dates and the very rendezvous details of their contact in Alilia. Chanomulus patted his inner pocket once more. He grinned and thought a very sacred trust that had been put into his hands. He felt humbled but honoured.


At that moment he heard the sounds of horses approaching and quietly he slipped into the dense undergrowth off the side of the bridle pathway. Into view came two elf children on horseback. They were followed by their folk in a cart pulled by a huge fell horse. Bleu Chanomulus smiled as he listened to the husband being given a scathing lecture, the male kept in turn repeating to his wife, “Yes, ma dear, have some more Madeira, ma dear,” which seemed to get her even more angry. A similar word on earth thought Bleu, how strange? I wonder what it means here. Who knows, he thought.


Bleu smiled and muttered quietly, “There is nothing as strange as folk,” and the family contingent disappeared up the bridleway. Bleu Chanomulus, grinning very innocently, asked Thudrus to step out once more onto the bridleway. Thudrus complied. Stopping Thudrus, he held out the compass and on his map reading the contours, escarpments, ridges, and roadways until he found where he and Hurus the wolf and Thudrus were exactly. Chanomulus calculated that the three of them should be safe by tomorrow evening at dusk, unless of course the three of them ran into more trouble. Feeling confident, aware and travelling light, Chanomulus and his friends continued on to their intended destination, his sixth sense acutely active, which was good for Bleu.


He knew that the river was approaching and that he had to get all three of them over and that was probably where the Sorcerer’s guerrilla units would be? Hoping to catch someone, find out information by any means and then to dispatch whoever fell into their vile villainous hands. Bleu continued cautiously, knowing that the river was nearby. He could hear the sound of it and judging by that sound it was deep, probably with a fast dangerous current into the bargain.


He continued carefully and silently assessing his future course of action. He was very aware of the hidden dangers and not just from the river, he thought. At that moment he felt a strong hand put over his mouth and it said, “I am your friend – tell the wolf not to growl and follow me at once,” the voice commanded.


Bleu knew that voice was from earth, someone whom he loved, respected, obeyed and trusted but for the life of him Bleu Chanomulus could not remember. His mind had instinctively for some reason gone blank; always happens, thought Bleu. Chanomulus turned off the bridleway and followed the stranger feeling strangely young again, but very secure in this company. Bleu Chanomulus knew that this person he was following was somebody very close to him but whom? Bleu resolved he would find out and continued to follow the stranger through the dense jungle of the hidden secret river pathways.


They had being moving through trees and dense undergrowth when they stepped out suddenly into a glade and the small group were momentarily startled by the suddenness of a weird eerie scene. It made Bleu freeze for a moment and Thudrus reared up into the air his eyes rolling, snorting and his hooves came crashing down. Warning those he saw in front (Thudrus was descended from those two elf horse deities Vision and Fortitude). Hurus advanced, stopped and growled menacingly. They saw three old hags dancing and muttering strange words and magical incantations as they threw strange effigies into the cauldron. As the Unit watched the water began to swirl. The leader of the crones turned and she looked first at the stranger and said, “Have you told him, Sire?”


The stranger dressed from top to bottom in an Ishmahal suit of black armour with a full visor pulled down said to the crones, “no and hold your tongue or be prepared to leave this world very quickly.”
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